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and how unhappy she was because she could not label him. "When she
could label me 'Sprite' she could stand my presence after that."
"I had a neat little label stuck on me to-day," I said. "I was talking to
the road sweeper and congratulated him on the tidiness of our lane. I
told him that he worked like two men. He was quick off the mark, like
an athlete. 'Sir,' he said, 'you are a verY discerning man. You would
think that by the way Mr. Shaw treats me, he passes me by, jest like that,'
making a sweeping movement with his hand, 'that I'm dirt; but you,
sir, are a gentleman!' "
Shaw laughed. "A gentleman indeed!" he taunted me. "Doesn't he
know that you work? What spoilt it for me in the village was that when
a villager called, my maid told him that I mustn't be disturbed because I
was at work. It soon went round that I was no better than themselves.
Now if the maid had told the fellow that I was out shooting I would have
been held up as a model gentleman. As to discernment, to an alien like
myself all Englishmen are alike as to an Englishman all Chinamen are
alike. And yet there must be something of the gentleman in me because
Collier painted me looking like a stockbroker, so like me that Charlotte
walked straight up to it when she came to Collier's studio and took it
for the living article. John painted me looking like a gamekeeper and
Lavery saw me as an angler. The only artist who saw the barbarian in me
was Epstein. Nobody looking at his bust of me would suspect me of
gambling, shooting or angling. Epstein forgot to brush my hair and the
result was that Charlotte refused to have it in the house. In fact I had to
choose between her and the bust and I don't know where the bust is at
this moment. You see Charlotte married a genius and saw to it that my
hair was brushed."
"And yet Browning disappointed everybody with his carefully
brushed hair, smart coat and fine manners!"
"Yes, I can't be a real Socialist because I wear a hat, another concession
to bourgeois convention. The fact is I don't stop for the road sweeper
because, as you know, I can't bear people who talk. Talking about
artists: Collier would say to me while he was painting: 'I may not be
much of an artist but I could throw off a painting like John's without
effort. It's child's play/ When Lavery was doing my portrait I asked him
what he thought of John. 'Well,' he answered, Tm not too bad as an
artist but I would give anything to paint like John.' You will agree that
Lavery was infinitely superior to Collier."
"Coming back to your remarks about the pious habit of saying prayers,